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CHAPTER XXIIL

Exuent Omnes.

HE professor looked up from | thinking it all over.
his griddlecakes happen, and it has, The winters are |
“Whs Hmit It to the coun- hard. and the sight of vou—Iit was too
ty ¥ he asled *1 shounld say | ma-h The excitement. the talk—it
you were too parsimonleous in gour 14 for did for my oath. So I'm
Judgment ™ to her—back to Brooklyn
Mra. Quimby. detecting In the ola L Wt
man's words a compliment. fusned vne to yoo.” growled Car-
even deeper red as she bent above T
Stove. " replied Mr. Paters. “Very
“It's 8o seidom anything really hap ely, If she's feeling that way. I
pens saronpd here,” she sald. “l just | hope so. 1 ain't giving up the hermit
been bungering for news of the strange | (o altogether—I'll come back in the
golngs on up there. And | must say | symmers to my posteard bosiness
Quimby ain't been none (00 DEWSY OO | There's money in it If it's handled
the subject. | threatened (0 come UD Hght But I've spent my last winter

and join in the pro
pecially when I b

eedings myself. es
ird about the booxk

>SEVEN KEYS TO

DALDFAIL

fashion. Bhis face set bravely toward
' the cities once more.

“Yeou." he sald, “1 walked the
I knew It would

floor,

on that lopesome hill.™
“As author to suthor

writlng cook Frovidence bad sent you.” | wp .o ahout your book ™
“You would have found us on the “There won't be any mention of
porch with outstretehed arms.” MF | 00 the hermit predicted, “in Brook

Muagee nssured her
It was on Kendrs

by showered her sttentions,

the group rose o

amid a consuitation

recalled the commurer

seek 1t

watches tha
who rises

of

k that Mra. Quim
and when

station

Iyn. I've packed it away AMarbe 1
! enn work on It summers If she doesn’t
come up here with me and insist on
renning my hermit business for me. |
t| hope she won't. it wonid sort of put a
t crimp in It but If she wants to 1 won't

dawn to plar : with a flippant trin, | L.fusce And marbe that book’'ll never

Mr. Magee heard Ler say to the rll-| .. gone. Sometimes as I've sat ip

road man [n a heartfelt aslde :rnr shack at nighr and read it's come
“1 don’t know as | n ever thank | ..' o that all the greatest works since

you eno 1. Mr. Kem i, for potting | she world began hnve been those that

new hope lnto Quimby. You'll never| , ... =5t Gnished.”

nnder nd what 1t means when yoo The Reuton train roared up to them

» given ap and your {ife seems al

and wasted. to bear that there's

" throush the gray morning snd pansed

Upper Asguewnn Falis

atientiy at

" nsked Magee, |

THE
now the heart.™

Kendrick leaned closer
enme with n npolsy quickness that
bropet the faet of his breathing in
sistently to Magee's mind

vl pever knew how It was pianyed”
he sald.

Samething told AMr. Magee that be
ought to rise and drag Kendrick away
from that table. Why? He did not
know. Still, it ought to be done. Bul
the look in- Kendrick's eyes showed
clearly that the proverbial wild borses
ecounld not do it then.

“Tell me how it's played™ went on
Kendrick, trying to be calm.
| *You must be getling old,"” replied
“Ihe sdmiral told me the

the mayor.

His breath |

| nand soggy But the story they to!d
wing new nod live nnd startling

| “*The Maror Trapped.”
| headlimes. “Attempl to Pass Big Bribe
| at Baldpate Inn Folled by Star Report-
| er. Hayden of the Suburban Com-
| mits Sulcide to Avold Disgrace.”

| *“Give me a puper, boy,” =ald the
mayor. "Yes—a Star.” His voico was
even, his face npmoved. He took the
sheet and studied it, with an easy
smile. Clinging in fear to his side,

spoke, looking up at Magee,

*S0,” he remarked; “so—reporters,
eh—youn and your Indy friend? Re
porters for this Iring sheet—the Star?”

Mr. Magee smiled up from his own
copy of the paper.

roung men At his club never mnk_anr “Not 1,” he answered, “but my Iady
interest In Lis game. ‘Solitaire, '“'lh friend—yes. IL seems she was just
| says to me, "is an old man's trade’ | ¢hat A Star reporter you can call ber

It's & great game, Mr. Kendrick."
| *A great game,” repeated Kendrick.
“Yes. it's a great game” His tone
was dull. “I want to know how it's
played.” he said again

“The six of clubs reflected the
mayor, throwing down another card
“Say. she’s fine now. There aln’t
much to it. You use two decks, exact-
| Iy alike, shufe 'em together—the elght
of hearts. the jack of—say, that's
great! You lay the eards down here
just as they come, like this"—

He paused. His huge
| glddy pasteboard. A troubled

look

was on his face. Then he smiled hap- |

| pily and went on in triomph.

“And then yvou build, Mr. Kendrick.”
he sald, “the reds and the blacks. Yon
bulld the blacks on the left and the
| reds on the right Do you get me?
| Then—say, what's the matter?™
| For Kendrick hnd swarved and al-
| most fallen on the admiral's game—
the game that had once sent & man to
bell

“Go on!"
! ing’s the matter.
1t. bufid™

The marvor looked at him a moment
in surprise, then continued.

“Now the king.” he muttered. “now
the ace. We're on the home stretch.
going strong. There, it's finished. It's
come ont right. A great ganme, 1 tell
von.”

Professnr Rolton pushed
smoker door and =at down

Cargan lenned back,
vollowsd face was ke n bronze mask
M= eves were fercely on the table nnd
the two decks of enrds that lay there.

he sald. bracing. *Noth-
Go on! Bulld, dash

open the

“And when you've finished,"” be point-

hand held a

Kendrick's fever |

and tell no lie, Mr. Mayor.”
| It was a good story—the story which
| the mayor, Max, the professor and Ma-
| Eee read with varying emotions there
| In the smoking car. The 2% had serv-
| ed her employers well, and Mr. Ma-
| gee, as he read, felt a thrill of pride
| In her. Ervidently the employers had
felt that same thriill. For in the cap-
tions under the pictures, in the head-
E lines and In a fAirst page editorial, none

of which the girl had written, the
| Star spoke admiringlsy of Its woman
reporter who had done A man's work—

who had gone to Baldpate Inn and had |
hrought back a gigantic bribe fund |

“alone and unaided.™

self.

In the editorinl on that first page the
triumphant cry of the Siar arose to
shatter its fellows in the heavens. At
' which his paper alone of all the Ren-
ton papers had waged against a cor
rupt city administration was brounght
to a successful close. The victory wnas
| WOn.
' ed?
mors 8 few days back of the propnsd

payment Ol & TIg OriDe AT e A7 o |

| Baldpate mountain. The paper had de-
cided that one of its representadves
must be on the ground. I¢ bad debart
| ed long whom to send. Miss Evelyn

Rhodes, its well known special writer. |
had got the tip In question: she had !
The editor,
re|
he had Dbren

pletided to go to the inn.
considering her sex, had stesnly
fused. Then gradually
brought to see the wisdom of sending
a girl rather than a man. The sex of
the former wonld put the gullty par

“Indeed?” smiled Mr. Magee to him- |

Inst, said the editor, the long campnign |

How had this been accomplish- |
Into the Star office had come m- |

26 heret 5 e
T 5 red
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i
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'——JACK LOND

suriiled the |

ON. AUTHOR OF— |
The Abysmal Brute|

Max read too. At length Mr, Cargan |

Life among two fistad men s
Lordon’s text, and he sticks tg i,

He telis of exintenze and man
he has found them—Ffrom t:. .'a
sea to the south sza isfands, .~

The experiences of his M
havas been his own. That ig what
makes them real man.

Add to s contact with fife and by
eapacity of keeping vivid im I
of it & power to make his readery
with him and you catch hold of
secret of his great power over
readers.,

Few living men equal Londas in
“gotting down to faztz™ Ha has thy
ability of making the word &t ting
scene, of teiling a story in a phrags, of
revealing a life in a chaptsr.

When you finish a London wtory
have lived with the charackers. o
are not men and womean of straw, st
up to fill out an idle hour.

They are living. breathing, feeling,
eufiering, triumphant human beings

-

Jack London is only !hirty-.w
years old. In twenty years he has
crowded mare real life than most men
de in a long lifetime.

Heo left college to go to the Kiondike,
and hie farewell to book schools was
permarent. Since then he has learned
his lecsona befeore the mast, in Jagan,
seal hunting in the arctic, tramping
through the United States and Canady
and as & war correspondent in the
Russo-Japaness war.

Thousands of men and women Navs
heard him lecture and have felt a8 they
heard his strong, sincers wvoice that
they were listening to a real man
among men.

In “The Abysmal Brute™ he has cho-
sen a navel theme and handled i with

, an art that heoldsthe reader's intersst

from first word to “finia."™

R ead

This Newspaper Has Succeeded In Securing the Serial Rights
of Jack London's New Story, and It Will Be Published Soon

“The Abysmal Brute”

| tude, aud wio iingedintelr on his ar
rival became nvolved in the surpris
ing drama of BHuldpate”

“I'm un nwmusing feature.”
Magzee.

reflecten |

lin tne smile of the master,
<1 "Apd why."
I got off here* Tell mo that, Dan."”

“Well. sir.” replied the embarrassed

! eopper, “they're ugly. There's no tce

ce lefl. Aboard it elambered the hiermits. ama- | @4 “When you've Auished™— | ties under surveillance off guard. So
't 1% plied K ck warmiy. | 7 0 rafessional.  Mr. Magee | Mf. Cargan picked up the deck on | yijie Rhodes was dispatched to the inn. |
“Mrs. Quimby, it will make me a Very | . . ... pistform woved goodby to | the left ! Here was her story. It convicted Car-
bappy man to give your busband his ., . .0t standing forforn In the sta “All black,” he sald, “when the gnme | o,;, peyond a doubt The very money
chance.” tion door. He watched the building | COmes out right” : offered as & bribe was now in the
The first streaks of dawn were In .0 j¢ wne only n biur in the dawn ""I“'l the other? Kendrick persisted | p..q4 of the Star editor and would be
the sky when the bermits of Baldpate | . o oo eunline for It was i1 his #0ftiy. He pointed to the remalnlog | 4,.neq over to Prosecutor Drayton at
filed thrmouogh the gate into the road. penrt KfTer afl. 1T Hnd Deen In Che deck. A terrible smile of nmh-r:ilnml-l his request. A!l this under the dis-|
waving goodby to Quimby and his gaiting room— Then be started for quleting title. “Prison Stripes For the
wife, who stood In thelr dooryard for | ¢he smoker. On his way be paused Mayor."”
the farewell at the seat occupled by the ex-hermit i The girl's story told bhow, with one
the station Mr. Mnagee encounter- | .+ Baidpate and Bsed his eves on the | cr.m]):ln.:nn_ she had gone to Upper As |
w1 n old friend—he of the mop of pale bine pecktie Mr. Meters had resur- | quewnn Fnlls. There was no mention |
gitizer colored balr e man who had rected for Lils return to the world of | of the station waiting room nor of the
compinined of the s ness of the vil- | ,.n tears shed therein on a certain even-
nge gazed with wide eyes at Magee “Pretty. ain't 17 remarked the her- ing., Mr. Magee noted. 8he had rench-
I tgured.” he sald, “that you'd .. seeing whither Mr. Magee's gaze ed the Inn on the morning of the day
LIS way =i Well. T most | geiri0g.  ~She picked It: | didn't ex when the combinntion was to be'
¥ u've put a litle life Into this o o1e lke ¢t when she first Fave it to phoned Bland was aiready there.
T I 1'a ywn when | saw you | o “pe | see my mistake now. I'm Shortly after came the mayor and
re the other plght all the exciting | wonrins it bome as & sort of a white Alax.
things yom bad up Four sleeve I'd | q.. of truce—or almost white. Do “Youn got to get me out of this,™ Ma-,
s-.gone rizht up to Baldpate with you." y vy gpow, Mr, Magee, I'm somewhat gee bheard Max pleading over Cargan's
» “Bag | bhado’t aoything op WF | parvpus about what I'll sny when | shoulder.
sleeve.” protested Mazee come Into her presence again--about “Keep still™ replied the mayor
“Mnarbe.” replied the it, winking | my inaugural address, you might put roughiy. He was reading his copy of
“There's Rome pretty siddy stories go | I What wonld be your conversation the Star with keen interest nosr,
{ug aroond about the carryings on up ' on suchb an ocession? [If you'd been “I've done your dirty work for years"

sirmnge
The only

Baidpate—shots fired and
Dogrooe 11!

heTe

at
lighta Bashing
thing that's happer in years,
and I wasn't in on . | certalnly wish
you'd put me wise to it”

Two drooping figures suterad the sta
tion—the mayor and
tenapnt, Max. The d
mer bad faded like s and the
same withered simi ght have been
applied with equal force to the accus-
tomed jauntiness of Lou

They flled out uvpon the piatform,
Mr. Magee carrying Mre Norton's lug-
gage amid ber effusive thanks. On
the platform walted = stranger equip-
ped for travel. It was Mr
madea the discovery.

“By the Lord Harry!™ be cried. “It's
the hermit of Baldpata monuntain!™

And wmo It was, his beard gone, his
bair clumsily hacked, his body garbed
in.the belght of an old and ludierous

ignity of the for-

flower,
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“Treatment with

CUTICURA
SOAP

And Cuticura Ointment. Directions: |
Make a parting and rub gently with !
Cuticura Ointment. Continue until |
whole scalp has been gone over. |
Next morning shampoo with Cuti- |
cura Soap, Shampoos alone may |
be used as often as agreeable, but |
once or twice a month is generally
sufficient for this special treatment
for women’s hair. !
Cotioyrs foap and THoiment add (Brogfoect e
i, it rnl moa e G cels eoslion] [Py, with Jd-p.
Add ey “Cuticwrs, Degpt 50 Peston

Sr-MMen Shg stave sl
Bxap will Sxad ). best i s

af aim deare

8 Al acals.
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|
Advestisement | saughow.

| “Mr. Magee.” continned Miss Rhodes, | -~
“will daoultless be voe of the state's!
chief witnesses when the case aguinst

L :.\_/_:::-/ﬂ

bis falthful leu- |

Max who

away from a wife for five years whnt
wonld you say when Fou drifted
| back?™
“That would depend,” replied Magee,
“on the amount of time she aliowed
| me for my speech.”

pliled Mr, Peters admiringly “She's
quick. Ehe's like lightning She won't
give me any time If she can help It
That's why 1I'd llke to bave a wonder

| tul speech all rendy—something that |

would hold her spellbound and tonogue
tied until | fAnished. It would take a
Hterary classic to do that”

| *“What you want.,” Iaughed Magee,
‘ “is a speech with the punch™
| “Exactly,” agreed Mr. Peters bt |
| guess 1 won't go over to Brookivn the
lminut.e I hit New York 1

’ before I revesl myself to her. Maybe
it 1 took In a few shows—bot don't
think I won't go to her. My mind is
made up. And I guess she'll be glad
to see me too, In her way. | got to
| Bx It with her, though, to come back
| to my posteard trade in the summers
i 1 wonder what she’ll say to that, May.
| be she could stay at the Inp onder ap |
| assumed pame while | was bermiting
op at the shack.”

He laughed softly.

Then Mr., Magee went forward Into
the smoking car. Long rows of red
plush seats, unoccupled save for the
mayor and Max, greeted lLis eye. [le
stroiled to where they sat, about half-
way down the car, and lighted an after
breakfast cigar.

Max slouched In the unresponsive
| company of a cigarette on one slde of
| the car; across the aisle the mayor of
[l'lnutun leaned heavily above a card
||:_—|b£n placed between two seats. He
| was playing solitalre.

Magee looked on, only half interest-
| od. Then saddenly his Interest grew.
; He wnatched the mayor build In tweo
| piles; be saw that the deck from which
| be bullt was thick. A weird suspicion
shot ncross his mind.

“Tell me," he asked, “Is this the ad
miral's game of solitaire?”

“Exactly what | was golng to ask.”
sald a volce. Magee looked np. Ken
drick had come In and stood now above
the table. His tired eyes were upon It
fascinated; his lips rwitched strangels

“Yes,” snswered the mayor, “this is |
the sdmiral’'s game. You'd barndiy ex
“'Illltll

|
|
|

pect me to know I, you? ||
don't bang out at the sweil cliobs
where the admiral dpes. They won't

|
have me there. But once ! took the |
rdmiral on a public service bourd with |

me—one time when I wuged a ot of
dignity and no bralns pru bad —nand
he sort of come bLack by tenching me |
his game in the long dull bours when ‘

we hnd athing to the |

do but serve
e goets 2 bold on you I
Let's see—puw the spude-

i
JTLTH The 111}

“You've hit the nall on the head,”™ re |

guess 1"l |
Iltud}' the lightas along the biZ sireet |
and brush elbows with the world a big ;
like a drmoken man and staggered back

| fessor Bolton.

| Ing drew his thin lips taut. “And the
other, Mr. Cargan?"
“Red.” replled Cargan.
conid it be? All red.” |
He plcked 1t up and shuMed mmncbi
it to prove his point. Kendrick turned

“What else |

down the nisle. Magee rose and huar
ried after him. At the door he turned.
und the lovk on his face cansed Magee
‘o shudder.

CHAPTER XX1V.
Miss Evelyn Rhodes, Roporter.
DU beard?" he sald helplessly.
“My God! It's funny, isn't
it?" He laughed hysterically,
nnd drawing out his handker-
chlef passed it across his forehead “A
pleasant thing to think about—a pleas-
ant thing to remember.”

“1 thought 1'd joln you,” sald Pro-
“Why, David, what is
it? What's the matter?”

“Nothlng,” replied Kendrick wildly.
*“There's nothing the matter. Let me
—by—please.” He crossed the swaying
platform and disappeared into the oth
€r oar.

The train slowed down at a small
yellow station. Mr. Magee peered out
the window. “Hooperstown,” he read.
“Reuton—Ten Miles.” He saw Mr.
Max get up and leave the car.

Nolselessiy Max returned to the
group and stood sllent, his eyes wide,
his yellow face pitiful, the fear of n
dog about to Le whipped in his every
feature

“Jim,” he cried, “Jim! You got to |
get me out of this. You got to stand
by me."” |

“Why, whnat's the matter, Lon?" ask- f

ed the mayor in surprise,

“Matter enough,” whined Max. *“Do |
Fyou Enow what's happened Well, I'll |
tell™—

Mr. Max was thrust aside and re-
placed by a tralo newsboy. Mr, Ma- |
gee felt thut he should a!lwavs remem |
ber thaut bis stiaw colored binir,
his freckled beaming face, his lips with
thelr fresh perpetual smile

“Al the murning popers, gents.” pro
clalmed the boy “tet the Heutop
Star. Al nbout tbhe bribery.”

He beld up the paper. It's
slavk beadioes woked dull and

Luge
wid

| “Red. What else could it be? All red.” |

take no other,

whioed Max,
ber shoes and sneaks up dark allevs
hunting votes awong the gEarbage,
whille you do the Old Glory stunt on
Mnin street? 1 do You got to get
me out of this. It may mean jail. 1
conldn't stand that. 1'd die.”

A borrible parody of a man's real
fenr was in hix face. The mayor shook
himself as though he would be rhl‘r
forever of the coward hanging oo msl
arm. |

“Hush up, can’t you? he said. *I'll |
see you through.™ |

“Youn got t0,” Lom Max walled.

Miss Rhodes’ story weht on to tell!
how Hayden refused to phone the com- |
bination; bow the mayor and Max dy-|
namited the safe and secured the pre- |
cious package, only to lose it in am-!
other moment to a still different con-|
tingent at the inn; bow FHayden had |
come, of hls suicide when he found |
that his actions were In danger of ex-
posure—*'a bitter smile for Kendrick
in thit" reflected Magee—and how]
finally, through a strange series of ac-|
cidents, the money came Into the,
hands of the writer for the Star. |
These accidents were not given in de- |
tall

“An amusing feature of the whole |
affair.” sald Miss Evelyn Rbodes, “was |
the presence at the inn of Mr, Wil-|
llam Hallowell Magee, the New York
writer of light fictivn, who had come,
there to escape the distractions of a |
Freat city, and to work in the soll-

OF LOUAL INTEREST
Some People We Know and We Will
Profit by Hearing About Them.

This is a purely local event.

It took place in Rock Island.

Not in some faraway pla~e,

You are asked to investigate It.

A8k to believe a citizen's word;

To confirin a citizen’s statement,

Any article that is endorsed at bome

Is more worthy of confildence

Than one you know nothing about, |

Endorsed by unknown people.

L. Range, 728 Seventeenth strest, |
Rock Island, 111, says: “In 1897 I gave |
public statement recommending
Doan's Kidney Pills. Since them |
have used them once In awhils and |
they have kept me free from kidney
complaint. For many yesrs my back |
was in such bad shape that | could |
hardly move, The wtion of my kid
neys was irregular und painful and 1]
was in bad shape when I began using
Doan’s Kildney FPills. 1 got them at
the Harper House pharmacy and they |
restored my kidneys to a noermal con-
dition.”

For sale by all deaters. DPrice 50
cents. Foster-Milburn company, Ruf-|
falo. N. Y.. wole ageuts for the United
Siates,

Hameamber

the name- Doan's—and !
(Advertisement.) \

“*Who puts on the rub-:

There's n bl mob

Cargan comes to trial, as will also I'ro

fessor Thaddeus DBolton, bolder of the

Craudall chair of comperative Hiern

Rendrick, formerly of the

residence abroad. The
two went to the inn
Prosecator Drayton and
effort in thelr power to
package of moneyr fromn

up his
to

secure

tion with the affair™
“Well, Mr. Mugee?

about an inch from f(is nose

|
“Once ngnin, professor,” lnughed Ma -
Bee. reporters have entered vour life.’” |

The old man sighed.

“You got to zet me out of this™ Max
was still telling the mayor.

“For God's sake,” cried

“shut up and ler me think!" He sot

| for a moment staring st one place. his

face still Incking ull emotion, bpur his
eves a tritle narrower thay before. |
“You haven't got me yetr!™ he cried.

standing up.
to the Iast ditch,

“By the eternal, I'll fiznt
nnd I'll win. (1

show Drayton he ean't play this game |

on me, I'll show the Star. That dirty
sheet has hounded me for years. 'l
put it out of bnsiness,
the reformers howling
sick of the fuoss they
selves.™

“Perhaps,” sald
“but only after the
Cargan.”

“I'm ready for it!? cried Corgan. *I
Rin’t down and our yet. But to think

into the alleys,
started thewn

I'rofessor
sht of your life.

a woman—na little birt of a girl 1 conld !
in my pocket—It's all a big |

|| We Want the Wage Earner.

have put
Joke. 'l beat theoo
The gume's far from played out
win, and if | don't"—

He crumbled suddenly into his seat
his eyes on that unpleasant line abount
“Prison Stripes For the Mayor.”

“If 1 don’t,” be stammered pitifully,
“well, they ment 4im to an isjand ;nr
the end.
at the last

At

I'll show them
i

this unexpected sight of wenk

ness In his hero, Mr. Max set ap # re |
11-1].. |

newad bahble of fear at his side.
truin was in the Reoton suburbs now

At a peat little station it slowed down |

in & stop nand a Aorid policeman en
tered the smoking ear. Cargnn louk

a&d ap.
“Hello, Dan.” he sald His voire
was lifeless; the oldtime ring was pone

The pollceman removed
and shifted it nervously.

"I taought 1°d tell yon. Mr. Cargan.”
he sald 1 thonght I'd warn yon
Yon'd better ger off here. There's a
cim erowd In the station ar Renturng

his helwet

They're waiting for yon, sir: ther've

heard you're on thia traln. This Ining
nawspaper, Mr. Cargan, it's been tell-
Ing tales—1 guess you know about that.
Yon better get off
Lere, sie, nud go downtown on s ear.”

If the wighty Cargan had

that T He stomd up
his head seemed alimost to t-u'r-n]
that blg .
lils ®YeR Were |

Wil tarey,

ol of (e ear

he Towersd:

ther

ture at Reuton university. and David
Suburbin, |
but who retired six years ago to take
ltter
represent |
made every!
the
the reporter |
| for the Star, not knowing bher conuee

asked IMrofessor |
Bolton, laying down the paper whieh
he bad been perusing ut a distanie of

|

Cargnn.,

And I'll send |

Bolton. |

The reformers got Nupoleon |
I won’t be aione in that™ |

lvaked |
lmp nud beaten for a moment he lonk- |
el
awl
the
patreimnn
cold awd bard agalu, his lips ('Ill'"l.‘t'i

!

lie bellowed, “should I | friend o me.

|—+n= a friend to a man who's been 3

No, | never saw you
afreid of any bunch set, but this*—
*This." replied Cargun. “is the same
old bunch — the same Hiy
crowd that TI've seen in the streets

livered

I'sinco 1 laid the first paving stone un-

f
f

\ miringiy,

| mob onee,

| ant

sneered Carsan
| It

der 'em myself in 9. Afmid of
them? H—'! I'd walk through an ant
hiil as senred ns 1 would through that
mob. Thanks for telling me,”Dan, but
Jim Cargan won't be in the mollyeod-
dle class for a century or two yet."”

“Yes, sir.” sald the patrolman ad-
He turned out of the onr
and the maror tirned to tind Lou Max
pale and fearful by his side

“YWhat ails you now?” be asked.

*1'in 7 orind Max. *Did you
hear swhat he said? A mobl Isawa
Nover again for me!” He
tried to smile to pass it off as & plegs
jest, he hiad to wet his lips
witl his tongue before he could go o
Jim. Get off here. Doat

alrail

st

“C'ome o,
he a faol”
The train began to move.
off yourself, rou cowand!”
., T know j.“ﬂl.l:
doesn’t much to make yoar
stomach shrink. et off™
Max engzerly scized his hat and bag
o1 will if vou don't wind” he said
“Seo von later at Charlle’s »  And in
a tiash of tawdey attive e WAS oS
THt mavor of Reuton no longer aat
lmp in his seat. That brief moment
of -ender was put behind

“Giot

take

Sy

seeming

| forever, e wilked the ::I-alp. uf the
Lear, live in s ex battie in his beart
[T OV PO S itine for me, #h¥" be
“Did you hear what he said? A mob!"™ 50 they e Walling
v } . - enid atond. “Waiting for Jim Car
mg wn'.u.: _they might do. It's a bhad gan.  Now. aln't it nice of thein
| f.tnl\_ ‘l‘ 1is  pewspaper has  stirred Bnie ud Tieel Fhtie oavees?
| "em up. < o TTTE
- - 3 . . ¥ R e wvext W ny.
| “Uglyr, are they?" snpeered Cargan. (To Be Contl 4 Next Wednesiay,
| “Bepr neen :h.l h”]l‘:‘-t. OO R s All the rews e time—The
of my wayr for, Dan% : .
| *1 meant it. s}l vight. sir,” sald Dan | ATEUS.
. M

This Strong

here.

Bank
8 o'clock,

Commercial
Savings and
Trust
Departments

Rank

1 :
home of the wage earner.
A Savings Nceount of S1.00 or more
1s welcome, and draws 3’7 interest.

The wage carner finds a welcome

open this evening from 7

{|Rock Island Savings Bank

banking

is the

H. 8. Cable, Prea
H. P. Hull, V..Pres.
P. Greenawalt, V.P.

W. G. Johnston, A.-Cash,
A. J. Lindstrom, Cash.
‘. J. Groen, A.-Cash.




